144                        SISTER NIVEDITA

August, saw in that place on the heart where the
men of more favoured countries might have worn
their sovereign's decorations, in that place. where
the Sadhu might have held his Gita and his beads,
in that place where many of us carry the Ishtam,
nothing more than a scrap of embroidered silk bear-
ing the inscription. . . Bande mafaram. Nor does
any one need to be reminded of the great ceremony,
of the 16th October, last year in which the foundation-
stone of the Federation Hall was laid in his name
and in which his presence and his part will for ever
assure that the spot shall be looked upon as an altar,
the day as a sacred anniversary. Whenever he
passed that place afterwards, he said to some one,
he made a silent salutation. For verily, he could
not but regard it as the most sacred of all the
temples of the Motherland. He had come there
from his death-bed, he told the people, and his words
have proved to be only too true. But now that this
first of our standard-bearers has fallen, shall not a
thousand leap forward to carry into the fire of
battle those colours he held so high ? f

The permanance of a movement, said the Swami
Vivekananda, is a question of the character it repre-
sents. Let us who are called by a religious name be
the first to acknowledge that the great civic ideal
which A- M. Bose, and the men standing round him
and owning his influence, have built up amongst us,